FEET OF CLAY

with owl-like faces to use up what remained to them of passion; and
also a few young and elegant women, who had only recently entered
society, and to whom the deputies had given admission cards to flatter
them and recompense them for being pretty, as Wilner might have sent
them seats for his theatre.

They had been promised that tonight they would see in the arena a
little old gladiator of seventy, with thick white hair and too-high heels,
thrown to the men.

For the moment they saw no one but the attendants, who were col-
lecting the boxes of votes on leaseholds, a vote which interested no
one except eight million tenants spread across France.

The light, at once grey and strong, increased the proportions of the
huge building.

There were barely sixty deputies in session, spread over the red tiers
and flattened with boredom. They looked like the last senators of an
ancient city annihilated by the passage of an invasion or devastated by
an epidemic plague.

The pretty young women in the galleries gazed with surprised, un-
intelligent and disappointed eyes at this vast and spectacular dreariness,
at the high marble columns which supported and separated the pubEc
galleries all round the vast hall, at the glass roof, at the two clocks, at
the allegorical tapestry occupying the centre of the wall behind the
President between two white statues sunk in their niches, and at the
green hangings decorated in gold.

The gallery was small; and more people kept coming in till the young
women began to feel suffocated.

But towards two o'clock in the morning the spectacle came to life.
In slow groups, or sometimes in little bunches, thrust forward by the
boot of an invisible giant, the deputies came in by the side-doors and
went to their seats. Some, but very few, had gone home to have a bath,
others, on the benches of the Right and Centre, having come from some
party or lengthy dinner, were wearing dinner-jackets. But most of
them had not changed their shirts since the previous morning: they had
dirty, crumpled collars and none-too-clean hands.

To the sinister silence of a few moments ago had now succeeded a
confused hubbub as, within the parties, the last plans for attack or de-
fence were being laid. The sitting was suspended for a few minutes.
The Vice-President, who had controlled the debate on leaseholds, aban-
doned the desk. The Chamber had then been sitting for nearly sixteen
hours.

Marthe Bonnefoy saw Robert Stenn and Simon arrive together in
the semi-circle, and her heart began to beat quicker. The two men
raised their eyes, saw Marthe where they knew they would find her,
beautiful beneath her silver hair, exactly in the centre of the colonnade,
in the first row of the President's gallery, as if in the forefront of an
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